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the crooked littie turns of a third. Vet
the bulletin survives and receives with as much
equanimity the notice which is jamrned on
with a long sharp pin or four littie tacks, as
that which is evenly giued to the surthce, and
makes no more remonstrance when it is ap-
proached by the business-like step of the
newly-appointed convener of soute committee,
than when it quietly and swiftly is adorned
with a request for the return of soute note-
book or liat-pini, " lost, strayed or stolen. "

Could we do without our bulletin boord ?
Çould we do without our boarding bouses, our
eight o'clock classes, or our JOURNAL! Col-
lege would not be college without it.

We enter college, the bulletin board is new
to us. We pass through college-it is our
friend. We finish college and it is very liard
to say good-bye. And iii after years Whien
college is but a mnemory, it has a distinict place
in our mind's picture ; and fresh as the re-
membrance of the owl-window in Convocation
Hall, the narrow board walk through the
campus, or our own particular locker, is that
of the bulletin board, silently bearing those
past tokens of our old college life.

CORRIDOR cULLINGs.

9. A. M. (The victimt rushes ino the girls'
sanctum). -'' Girls, Fi' doue, I'ni doue! 1

Chorus.-" Who did you? When? Which
arm ? Did it hurt ? Did you feel it at al?
How long did it take ? Wait tili next week!
Did you faint away? &c., &c."1

And after she had answered sotte eighty-
sevenl odd questions, and listened to any
amount of " experiences," and missed lier ten
o'clock class, and talked lierself hoarse, she
decides that the pain in lier head 15 rather
more prominent 'than the pain in lier left arm.

Professors really sliouldn't look so aggres-
sively benign at this season. It isn't in good
form. But then small boys lu Fsop smiled al
the time they stoned the poor doomed frogs.
After ail, it isn't " death '' to ahl of us. -The
ones who don't pull through are " pulled."'

1This is the season of hard work and batik-
ruptcy, when the studeut thinks fondly of the
halcyon days in the faîl, when lie had no par-
ticular bother and a cQonely banik account.

science.
(With apologies to C'<'nriy .ljaÀr(zjjj(

Master of the Ginger Heart!
Only art like your own art-
Bitter, cutting, acid-plirased,-
Could praise you as you sliould be praised.
Many a mian that you have bit,
Waits a chance to place a bit.
Only seniors, thank the Lord,
Tliey no longer can be scored!
Second, third, and first year meni
Fear to answer back again.
Stili there's danger in the air,
Master Ginger have a care!
Whio nionkeyed with the gas-meter?

It was not a freslimau who enquired of
B-k-r if lie were studying Piysiographical
Ckernistry!

An Unworldly Divinity strayed last week
into Science Hall and was taken captive by
G-rv-n, who led hlmt uptairs to show himi the
sights. During the inspection of the minera-
logical cabinets, G-rv-n picked up a crystal of
clialcedouy (or something ta that effect), and
asked the Theologian if lie could guess what
it was.

" No, " said the Good Young Mani, " I can -
flot. "

" Well, " remarked G-rv-n, " it is somethine
that you have, no doubt, often mentioned in.
your sermons.''

" Oh! 1 see," quickly ejaculated lie of the
Spiritual Tendencies, '«'it is Brinastone!

And then the Drinks were on G-rv-n.

The library of the 9ining School lias been
increased during the hast year by the addition
of geological and other goverument reports,
mainly front the Federal Government of the
United States, and frtm the governments of a
large number of individual States of the Union.

One of the most important departments of
increase lias, liowever, been that of periodical
hiterature. The increase lias been very largelv
due to tlie courtesy of the editors and pub-
lisliers of the varions journals and papers, whio
have in many cases supplied their publications


